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The Beaded Curtain 


Author's Notes: 

For a first story | suppose this could be considered a little bit daring, but then again it isn't exactly my first 
story either. It is my first story on this website and involving this band, though, and my most explicit one To 
date, which is a little nerve-wrecking. It's also completely made-up, untrue, fabricated, not meant to be 
offensive, and incredibly non-profit. 


The Beaded Curtain 


At first Paicey supposes someone must have left the light on in the kitchen, because it's already spilling 
through the doorway, yellow and awfully harsh on his sleepy eyes, when he comes downstairs. He detects no 
movement inside as he approaches, but he's just about to push aside the curtain separating the kitchen from 
the hallway when he sees them. One beaded strand of string tickles the back of his finger, and Paicey holds his 
breath as he slowly withdraws his hand, carefully stepping out of the light. He doesn't think they've seen or 
heard him yet, and at this point in time it's still quite possible for him to leave, unnoticed. Refill his glass of 


water in the bathroom, even though it makes him cringe. He could pretend he never saw a single thing, if he 


turned around now, but the scene before him is strangely transfixing. 


From what Paicey can see, lan has Roger pushed against the counter, hands on the smaller man's waist, and 
the bassist seems at ease with his arms around the singer's neck. They're kissing deeply, passionately, yet at a 
pace that could only be described as tranquil, and Paicey recognises it as the kind of kiss one would share with 
a long-time lover, someone who doesn't need to be impressed anymore, only appreciated. Paicey wouldn't call 
himself entirely surprised at the sight, albeit perhaps a little bit taken on the wrong foot. Because there's 
always been a certain je ne sais quo, something about them that suggested maybe Roger and lan didn't just 
come as a pair because the band required it, that perhaps they would have anyway. At the same time, Paicey 
never expected stumbling in on the two of them snogging in the kitchen at two AM, and now that he has he 
feels unsure as to how he should deal with it. They're both good friends of his, and part of him feels offended 
that they haven't let him in on a secret like this, while part of him understands why they wouldn't, and yet 


another part of him feels.. He's not entirely sure. 


That part is the one that makes him stay, though, that has him clinging to the pamphlet shelf just left of the 
doorway and watching in fascination as lan lifts Roger onto the countertop with fluid ease, like he weighs 
nothing. Now the bassist is looking down at lan, something quite out of the ordinary, and as they smile at each 
other everything else seems to fade out into the peripheral darkness of unimportance. Roger mumbles 
something inaudible and caresses lan's face, encouraging a healthy blush to spread across the singer's cheeks 
as they kiss again. Eventually, lan's kisses begin to fall further from Roger's mouth, trailing from his cheek to 
the side of his throat until lan reaches the neck of Roger's shirt, and then he sinks even further until he's 
almost kneeling on the floor. Something clinks, a belt buckle, and the soft sound of rustling fabric seems 
strangely loud as lan helps Roger hitch his hips up enough to slip out of his jeans. For a second, lan returns his 
attention to Roger's mouth, but only for long enough to let the other man kick the crumpled fabric away and 
wrap his legs around lan's. They whisper again, and it's possible to make out the lilting tone of a question in 


lan's voice. Roger nods in consent, and the singer kneels again 


For some time, only the softest of sounds are heard, like the hush of skin sweeping over skin and the hitching 
of breaths. In contrast, the plethora of expressions that play across Roger's face are loud in their 
unsuppressed innocence. There's a dozen different nuances of happiness, affection, and some sort of 
indescribable gratitude that seems to translate perfectly with how Roger interacts with the world at large. 
Sometimes, a slack-mouthed look of bliss will come and cancel out everything else, making the bassist go 
cross-eyed with pleasure, and at one point it seems to become altogether too much to contain Roger's eyelids 


flutter closed as he lolls his head to the side and moans, a soft yet eye-catching grin on his lips. 


"Shh," lan breathes, rising to his feet again, nudging his face between Roger's shoulder and his smile. "| don't 


want to wake anyone." 


"Remember that next time you're snoring in my bed, you pig," Roger replies playfully, lifting the hem of lan's 
shirt until the taller man gets the hint and shimmies out of it. 


‘| love you," lan says, leaning back in to kiss Roger one more time before he drops back down 


This time Roger's hand rests on his shoulder, clutching and rubbing in time with the unmistakeable movements 
of lan's head, and its that very same hand that eventually becomes frantic, flailing rhythmlessly as the 
bassist lets out a string of soft, whimpering breaths. Supposedly its a warning, but lan stays where he is 
through Roger's quivering and quenched moans, and even for a while after the kitchen has gone silent once 
more. When he's finally back on his feet, the bassist is a limp, boneless thing in his arms, and they stay like 
that for what seems like a long time, just embracing, before either of them makes another move. Roger is the 
first one, however, and he breaks the lull by slipping his hands down from lan's waist to the front of his 
trousers. The angle seems awkward, though, and Roger spends a moment readjusting himself so that his chin is 
resting on lan's shoulder, and his eyes chance across the room, coming to a sudden halt on the doorway. 


Paicey's stomach drops as he realises a split second too late that he's been leaning closer, out of the shadows, 


and that the light sifting through the curtain is now hitting his face. 


He pinpoints the moment Roger sees him somewhere between their eyes locking and the bassist going eerily 
still His expression is unreadable, some might even say non-existent, and a lightning bolt of fear and guilt 
scurries from the nape of Paicey's neck to the balls of his feet. Then, Roger seems to make a decision, and 
next thing Paicey knows he's slipped off the countertop and pushed lan up against the wall, just next to the 
doorway, with a loud thud. They're so close now that, had he been able to actually breathe, Paicey could 
probably smell them on the waft of air that rustles the curtain. He can make out every freckle on Roger's 
oddly sloped nose as he kneels in front of lan, see the little coils of chestnut-coloured hair as they gradually 
appear above the waistband Roger is pulling down. There's no doubt whatsoever that Roger knows he's there, 
and as the bassist strokes a reverent thumb up and down the length of his lover's sex, he closes his eyes and 


murmurs: 
"lan" 


The double meaning of that name hangs uncer tainly on each side of the beaded curtain. 


